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NEW  EDITION 


JUST  PUBLISHED 


HENLEY’S  TWENTIETH  CENTURY  BOOK  of 
10,000  FORMULAS,  RECIPES  and  PROCESSES 

Edited  by  Gardner  D.  Hiscox,  M.  E.,  Noted  Analytical  Chemist 

800  (6x9)  Pages  Fully  Indexed 

PRICE  $4.00 

THE  GREATEST  BOOK  OE  ITS  KIND 

Valuable  for  Reference  in  the  Laboratory,  Factory,  O0ice, 
Workshop,  and  Home 


10,000 


TRADE  SECRETS 
PRACTICAL  RECIPES 
CHEMICAL  PROCESSES 
SCIENTIFIC  FORMULAS 
HOUSEHOLD  RECIPES 


This  book  of  800  pages  is  the  most  complete  Book  of  Recipes  ever  published,  giving  thousands  of  re- 
cipes for  the  manufacture  of  valuable  articles  for  every  day  use.  Hints,  Helps,  Practical  Ideas  and  Se- 
cret Processes  are  revealed  within  its  pages.  It  covers  every  branch  of  the  useful  arts  and  tells  thousands 
of  ways  of  making  money,  and  is  just  the  book  everyone  should  have  at  his  command.  The  pages  are 
filled  with  matters  of  intense  interest  and  immeasurable  practical  value  to  every  practical  trade  and  pro- 
fession— to  the  Photographer,  the  Perfumer,  the  Painter,  the  Manufacturer  of  Glues,  Pastes,  Cements 
and  Mucilages,  the  Physician,  the  Druggist,  the  Electrician,  the  Dentist,  the  Engineer  and  Foundryman, 
the  Machinist,  the  Potter,  the  Tanner,  the  Confectioner,  the  Chiropodist,  the  Manufacturer  of  Chemi- 
ical  Novelties  and  Toilet  Preparations,  the  Dyer,  the  Electroplater,  the  Enameler,  the  Engraver,  the 
Provisioner,  the  Glassworker,  the  Goldbeater,  the  Watchmaker  and  Jeweler,  the  Ink  Manufacturer,  the 
Optician,  the  Farmer,  the  Dairyman,  the  Paper  Maker,  the  Metal  Worker,  the  Soap  Maker,  the  Veter- 
inary Surgeon,  the  Office,  and  the  Technologist  in  general.  A BOOK  TO  WHICH  YOU  MAY  TURN 
WITH  CONFIDENCE  THAT  YOU  WILL  FIND  WHAT  YOU  ARE  LOOKING  FOR. 

THIS  BOOK  DEMONSTRATES  ITS  USEFULNESS  ON  SIGHT 


SAVE  MONEY  with  these  formulas.  Make  hun- 
dreds of  articles  of  everyday  use  for  a fraction  of 
the  money  you  now  pay  in  shops.  By  following  plain 
instructions,  yon  can  easily  make  tooth  pastes — cold 
creams,  cosmetics — hair  tonics — remedies — stain  and 
spot  removers — floor  finishes — varnishes,  paints  — 
compounds  for  mending  metal,  wood,  glass,  china, 
fabrics,  etc. 

A Mine  of  Information,  Up-to-date  in  Every  Respect 


WORLD’S  GREATEST  STOREHOUSE  of  Prac- 
tical Information  for — Handy  Men.  Mechanics,  House- 
wives, Farmers.  Laboratory  Workers,  Manufacturers. 
Painters,  etc.  More  than  10.000  clearly  described  for- 
mulas. processes,  recipes  — many  never  before  re- 
vealed. Valuable  section  on  workshop  and  laboratory 
methods.  Endorsed  !))■  Universities  and  Libraries. 


As  Indispensable  as  the  Dictionary  and  More  Useful 


ONE  RECIPE  WILL  BE  WORTH  MORE  THAN  TEN  TIMES  THE  PRICE  OF  THE  BOOK 
Copies  sent  prepaid  on  receipt  of  price.  Remit  by  'oank  draft,  money  order  or  check. 
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Keep  a Regular 

TELEPHONE 

Date  ijuith  Home 


[OME  FOR  CHRISTMAS— what  COuld 
he  better ! Nothing,  of  course, 
except  more  of  it  and  oftener. 
Then  why  wait  for  holidays  to  visit  Mother 
and  Dad?  Reach  them  tonight  by  telephone 
— it’s  next  best  to  seeing  them. 


Thousands  of  college  men  “go  home’’  each 
week  by  telephone.  That’s  one  date  they’d 
never  cut!  Try  it  yourself — you’ll  soon  see 
why.  For  a lasting  pleasure  you  can’t  heat  a 
“voice  visit.’’  And  if  it  gives  you  a kick,  think 
of  the  thrill  it  gives  the  home- folks  1 


H 


FOR  THE  LOWEST  COST 
AND  GREATEST  EASE 

Set  your  “date”  for  after  8.30  P.  M.  and  take  ad- 
vantage of  the  low  Night  Rates.  (A  dollar  call  is 
60c  at  night;  a 50c  call  is  35c.) 

By  making  a date  the  folks  will  be  at  home.  Thus 
you  can  make  a Station  to  Station  call  rather 
than  a more  expensive  Person  to  Person  call. 

Just  give  the  operator  your  home  telephone  num- 
ber. If  you  like,  charges  can  be  reversed. 


SHORT-SHORT  STORY 

Algy  met  a bear. 

The  b ear  was  bulgy. 

The  bulge  was  Algy. 

— Juggler. 


■ liURK 

When  a man  of  sixty  marries  a girl  of  twenty-five 
it’s  like  buying  a book  for  somebody  else  to  read. 

— Beanpot. 


lUKI! 

The  Pullman  conductor  twitched  the  curtains  of 
the  berth. 

“How  many  are  here?”  he  asked. 

"One,”  was  the  reply;  “want  to  see  our  ticket?” 

— Punch  Bowl. 


UL’UK 

Burglar:  Don’t  be  scared  lady,  all  I want  is  your 
money. 

Old  Maid:  Oh,  go  away.  You  are  just  like  all 
other  men. 

— Rice  Owl. 


iJLiu: 

Gentleman:  Waiter,  look!  There’s  a piece  of  tin 
in  my  hash  1 

Waiter:  Sure,  mechanization  of  the  modern  age. 
The  machine  is  everywhere  replacing  the  horse. 

— Brown  Jug. 


BUKK 

“This  is  the  skull  of  a man  who  was  shipwrecked 
for  two  years  o na  desert  island  with  two  chorus 
girls." 

”How  did  he  die?  ” 

’He  wore  himself  out  tearing  down  the  signals 
they  put  up.  ” 

— Red  Cat. 


iui;n 

AND  IN  A CIGAR? 

In  a trap,  it’s  cheece, 

In  a bot,  it’s  breeze. 

In  a cold,  it’s  sneeze. 

In  a dog,  it’s  fleas. 

— Grinnell  “Malteaser.” 
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They  were  serving  the  turkey. 

“Is  that  white  meat  good?”  asked  the  visitor. 

“Yes,”  replied  the  hostess,  “it’s  the  very  breast.” 

— Punch  Bowl. 

BURR 

“How  did  you  get  your  hands  so  dirty?” 

“I  was  looking  for  Exchange  Jokes.” 

— Green  Gander. 

BURR 

Teacher — “Are  the  Dakota  mines  very  rich?” 

Wilbur — “My  oh  my!  They  get  gold  there  by  the 
quartz.” 

— Red  Cat. 

BURR 

Santa:  “Well,  well,  my  little  man,  and  what 

would  you  like  to  have?” 

Eight  year  old:  “Hey,  Ma,  Dad’s  drunk  again.” 

— Exchange. 

BURR 

What’s  the  Use 

Girls  are  like  final  examinations — they  keep  a 
fellow  up  all  night  worrying  about  them;  and  then 
ask  the  most  foolish  questions. 

— Beanpot. 

BURR 

Plumber:  “I’ve  come  to  fix  that  old  tub  in  the 
kitchen.” 

Young  Son:  “Mamma,  here’s  the  doctor  to  see 
the  cook.” 

— Yowl. 

BURR 

No,  Josephine,  I can  t tell  you  the  name  of  the 
quarterback,  but  I am  a personal  friend  of  the  man 
who  made  the  best  paper  airplane  at  the  Cornell 
game.  ” 

— Jack  o’  Lantern. 


SMOOTH 
or  SHAGGY? 


T 


^^HICH  shall  it  be?  The  30od  old  srads 
are  attackins  the  Eastern  colleges  and  call- 
ing names.  It  all  came  about  because  their 
football  teams  didn't  win.  If  you  want  to 
know  why,  read  HENRY  MOTON  ROBIN- 
SON'S defense  of  the  effete  Princetonian  in 
the  March  COLLEGE  HUMOR. 

Darrell  Ware  again  writes  a smooth  story  about 
LITTLE  BLACK  CLOUD,-  and  the  smoothest 
novelist  of  them  all,  DONALD  HENDERSON 
CLARKE,  has  turned  out  a serial  especially  for 
us  concerning  "Baby  Face,"  gangster's  son  and 
college  man. 

Other  smooth  stories  complete  an 
issue  that  is  a tribute  to  the  campus. 

College  Humor 

MAGAZINE 
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STYLED  RIGHT 
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RAU  & ARNOLD 

Tailors  — Men’s  ^^'ear 

4th  & Vine  Streets  Phone  3532 


DIETRICH’S 

Fraternity 

HEATING  - PLUMBING 
SHEET  METAL  WORK 
Mcllvain  Oil  Burners 

15-17  West  Third  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 


LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 

Otters  Four  - Year  Courses  in 
Arts  and  Science 
Business  Administration 
Chemistry 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 
Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 
Mining  Engineering 

For  Information  Addres. 

G.  B.  CURTIS,  Registrar 
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AVONDALE  FARMS 
DAIRY,  Inc. 


lifKK 

She:  I never  kiss  anyone  but 
my  brothers. 

He:  You  must  be  kin  to  the  In- 
terfraternity Council. 

— Buccaneer. 

liUKK 


Be  broad-minded,  girls,  unless  you  want  to  spend 
the  rest  of  your  life  looking  under  a bed. 

— Temple  Owl. 

m i:i:  — 

“You  buried  your  wife  just  a month  ago.  If  she 
knew  how  you  were  tearing  around  she’d  dig  out 
of  her  grave.” 

"Let  her  dig.  1 buried  her  face  down.  ” 

— Malteaser. 

miti: 

Say  prunes. 

Say  apples,  boob;  that  kind  of  kiss  has  gone  out 
of  style. 

— Widow. 

nr  i:i:  — 

Louis  XIV — Hiccup. 

Queen — Louis,  what  a state  you’re  in ! 

Louis — I am  the  state. 

Queen — Well,  contain  yourself! 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 


“Eyes  right!  ” thundered  the  negro  lieutenant. 

“You’s  wrong!”  came  back  from  the  depths  of 
the  black  troops. 

— Yellow  Jacket. 

HI  ICU 

Feminine  Voice  (from  upper  PuUman  berth)  : 
Porter,  is  that  my  coat  down  there  in  the  aisle? 

Porter:  No  ma’am,  that’s  just  an  A.  T.  O.  coming 
back  from  a convention. 

— Mountain  Goat. 
urui!  — 

A large  map  was  spread  upon  the  wall  and  the 
teacher  was  instructing  the  class  in  geography.  “Hor- 
ace,” she  said  to  a small  pupil,  “when  you  stand  in 
Europe  facing  the  north,  you  have  on  your  right 
hand  the  great  continent  of  Asia.  What  have  you  on 
your  left  hand?” 

“A  wart,”  replied  Horace,  “but  1 can’t  help  it, 
teacher.” 

— Exchange. 
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I cover  all  from  love  to  hate, 

I’m  on  a balance  sheet  after  a date, 

I’m  often  named  and  still  mean  nothing, 

I might  be  little,  much,  or  something. 

I often  cover  a multitude  of  sin. 

For  no  one  knows  just  where  to  begin 
Whenever  they  see  my  name  in  a place 
It  might  mean  fartune,  love,  or  disgrace. 

I’m  abstract  and  yet  concrete 
I’m  a name  for  many  a feat. 

My  name  is  used  more  or  less  spontaneous; 
But  in  truth.  I’m  merely  MISS  CELANEOUS. 
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Our  Criticism 


As  we  dedicate  this  miscellan- 
eous issue  of  “Wee  Burro”  to 
everything  in  general  and  nothing 
in  particular,  we  are  startled  by 
the  stupidness  of  the  Brown  and 
White  policy  recently  inaugurat- 
ed. Of  course  the  Burr  attempts  a 
certain  semblance  of  restraint  and 
— with  much  imagination  — con- 
servatism, totally  devoid  of  back- 
biting and  malicious  gossip.  Why, 
the  editors  of  the  Burr  have  glad- 
ly and  of  their  own  initiative  can- 


celled that  regular  trip  to  England 
derived  from  the  profits,  just  to 
give  the  reader  more  for  his 
money. 

But  the  Lehigh  newspaper,  the 
Brown  and  White,  with  the  de- 
pression as  its  flimsy  excuse  not 
only  cuts  the  size  of  the  paper 
but  loses  that  intangible  spirit  of 
sport.  Naturally,  we  re  saying  all 
we  can  for  our  dear  competitor 
(the  devil  we  are!),  but  seriously, 
“Wee  B urro”  is  quite  disappointed 
with  that  silly  little  handbill  of 


seven  short  columns,  which  passes 
for  a collegiate  newspaper. 

The  Board  of  Publications  (the 
rogues)  with  that  omniscient  and 
omnipotent  attitude  have  passed 
this  proposal  of  reduction  without 
seeming  to  consider  that  Lehigh 
needs  and  must  have  a man’s 
sized  newspaper.  Indeed,  instead 
of  logical  progression  we  have  re- 
trogression. 

The  Lehigh  Brown  and  White 
— prep  school  size! 


Prosperity  Is  Just  Around  the  Corner 


The  statement  “prosperity  is 
just  around  the  corner”  has  been 
the  cry  ever  since  the  stock  mar- 
ket issued  ticker  tape  with  holes 
in  it.  Men  of  authority  such  as 
Charlie  Schwab,  Eddie  Cantor, 
Stan  Laurel  and  Oliver  Hardy 
might  verify  this  statement.  Char- 
lie Schwab’s  idea  of  bringing  back 
prosperity  is  to  just  mention  the 
phrase:  “prosperity  is  just  around 
the  corner.”  In  various  publica- 
tions where  pictures  and  write- 


ups of  ’’Charlie  ” have  appeared, 
they  always  throw  in  this  famous 
crack.  The  words  later  became 
the  theme  song  of  a most  popular 
comedian:  Eddie  Cantor.  He  be- 
lieves that  if  all  the  unemployed 
were  compelled  to  sell  bananas, 
depression  would  become  a thing 
of  the  past.  More  bananas,  more 
accidents,  more  doctor  bills  and 
more  hooey  can  be  transacted 
over  one  slip  upon  a banana  than 
upon  any  other  living  model.  The 
remaining  two  men  of  notoriety: 
Laurel  and  Hardy,  might  be  class- 


ed as  volunteer  go-getters,  settle- 
ment workers  or  even  boy  scouts 
in  this  line  of  work.  It  would  be 
nothing  out  of  the  ordinary  to  see 
these  two  conscientious  men  go- 
ing to  extremes  by  tearing  big 
holes  in  their  clothing  in  order  to 
supply  work  for  the  unemployed 
tailors. 

Now  why  don’t  you  try  and 
become  a Schwab,  Cantor  or  Lau- 
rel and  Hardy  and  help  bring 
prosperity  back  again.  Read  the 
Burr  or  take  gas — and  forget  your 
troubles! 


COMPETITORS 
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LAUER  REED 

GOODRICH  NORMAN 
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PAGE — Not  Even  1 


Burps  Per  Minute 
Of  Beer  Evaluated; 
Maestros  Win  Fame| 


Trafferd  Probes 
Alleged  Love  Plot; 
Fakin  Is  Suspect 

Elevator  Boy  Sees  “Deacon” 
Sneak  From  Lady’s  Room 


Dr.s  Songe,  Mick  Fat  and  Fim- 
per  Test  Beverage  Day  and 

Night 

Unit  of  Burp  Compared 

With  Standard  Bean 


Chemists  May  Obtain  Values  for  Rye, 
Scotch  and  Brandy 


(Special  to  the  Frown  and  Bite) 


By  Hoodlelap 


The  burping  power  of  beer  has  at  last  been 
determined!  Its  value  has  been  proved  to  be 
93.09399339  burpers  per  second! 

Working  for  months,  sparing  no  effort,  the 
three  Flehigh  maestros  of  science,  who  burped 
their  way  to  fame,  Dr.  Rand  D.  Songe,  Dr. 
.'\ngus  Mick  Fat  and  Dr.  Zilch  Fimper  were 
able  to  make  this  astounding  determination 
which  was  announced  to  a Frown  and  Bite  re- 
porter last  evening. 

The  unit  of  burp,  the  burper,  is  defined  as 
the  explosive  efflux  produced  by  one  can  of 
Campbell’s  standard  beans,  allowed  to  age  two 
years  in  wood  and  then  reduced  to  abnormal 
conditions. 

Sacrificing  all,  the  three  martyrs  worked  day 
and  night,  testing  all  of  the  beer  in  the  vicinity 
of  Bethlehem  and  -A.llentown.  The  doctors  also 
endeavored  to  do  research  on  the  burping  pow- 
er of  coco  cola  and  malted  milk,  but  unfor- 
tunately enough,  were  unable  to  arrive  at  any 
conclusion  concerning  that  phase  of  the  work. 
Questioned,  the  maestro  chemists  declared  that 
they  were  unable  to  find  assistants  willing  to 
work  on  anything  but  beer  and  that  they,  them- 
selves, felt  duty-bound  to  do  work  on  that  bev- 
erage. 

Sought  Reciprocal  of  Burp 

For  every  burp,  there  is  a coefficient  of  burp, 
the  Songe-Mick  Fat-Fimper  coefficient.  The 
doctors  also  worked  upon  the  reciprocal  of 
burp,  but  were  forced  to  discontinue  their  ex- 
periments. 

Several  months  ago  at  the  time  that  the  three 
pioneer  scientists  announced  that  they  were  on 
the  eve  of  a great  discovery,  they  were  laughed 
to  scorn.  Scorn  is  a small  fishing  village  in  }Cova 
Scotia  where  they  were  fortunate  enough  to  find 
a beer  of  remarkably  potent  quality.  Gallons  of 
this  was  collected  and  tested  in  the  cause  of 
pure  science. 

It  is  unofficially  known  bj-  the  editor  of  the 
Frown  and  Bite  that  Songe,  Mick  Fat  and 
Fimper  will  carry  on  the  great  work  in  which 
they  have  been  capably  engaged.  It  is  expected 
that  they  will  soon  have  burping  values  for  the 
various  grades  of  rye.  Scotch,  cognac  and  pos- 
sibly champagne. 


Henry  and  George  Edected 

To  Keep  Smiling  Society 


It  was  officially  learned  today  that  Henry 
and  George,  chemistry  stock  room  keepers, 
have  been  elected  to  the  “Flehigh  Keep  Smil- 
ing Club.’’ 

These  men  are  always  so  willing,  so  cheer- 
ful, good  natured  and  pleasant  that  they 
keep  all  students  of  chemistry  in  constant 
good  humor.  George’s  bright  smile  is  partic- 
ularly noticeable. 

Their  good  natures  made  it  inevitable  that 
they  be  eleceted  to  this  society. 

Lamson  Plays  Ja.zz  Hit; 
Shealds  Goes  in  Tantrum 

Frown  and  Bite  Overhears  Flehigh  Cell- 
ist Rendering  “Minnie  the  Moocher” 

The  musical  duo  of  Sheals  and  Lamson  is 
no  more ! 

The  trouble  began  when  Kenneth  Lamson,  bi- 
C3’cle  riding  celloist  and  Flehigh  mathematics 
professor  was  overheard  playing  jazz  on  his 
instrument.  It  was  a Frown  and  Bite  reporter 
who  dug  up  the  dirt. 

The  reporter,  who  long  suspected  Lamson  of 
this  skulldruggery  pla3'ed  evesdropper  last 
evening  to  secure  the  incriminating  evidence. 

The  information  was  immediately  relayed  to 
T.  Edgar  Sheals,  Flehigh  organist,  with  fiendish 
glee  on  the  part  of  the  reporter.  Faced  with  the 
awful  truth,  T.  Edgar  was  shocked  to  silence 
at  first,  but  finally  after  looking  high  and  low 
he  found  his  voice  over  in  a corner  of  his  room 
in  a glass  with  false  teeth. 

“This  is  too  much,’’  he  declared,  “I  am  mor- 
tified that  it  should  be  true.  Of  course,  our  mu- 
sical relations  must  cease.  What  piece  was  he 
playing?’’ 

“Minnie  the  Moodier.’’  revealed  the  reporter, 
revelling  inwardb'. 

“My  God!’’  were  Shealds  last  words  as  he 
swooned  awa>’.  When  he  recovered  he  drove 
the  reporter  out  of  his  house  madly. 

When  Professor  Lamson  was  questioned 
about  whether  or  not  he  had  played  the  said 
Moocher  song  on  his  cello  he  was  at  first  non- 
committal, but  under  constant  grilling  broke 
down  and  confessed  all. 

St.  Luke’s  Hospital,  Feb.  0,  1932. 

T.  Edgar  Shealds,  Flehigh  musical  director 
and  noted  organist,  was  admitted  to  the  hos- 
pital today.  His  condition  is  serious.  He  suffers 
from  a complete  nevrous  breakdown.  He  has 
.continual  fits  and  tantrums  in  which  he  pounds 
on  the  walls  and  screams,  “Minnie  the  Mooch- 
er, Minnie  the  Moocher.’’  Xo  visitors  will  be 
admitted. 


Was  Waiting  For  Street 

Car,  States  Flehigh  Man 


‘T  was  trapped  in  that  hotel  room  all  night, 
declared  R.  C.  "Deacon’’  Fakin,  tall,  blond  bus 
iness  senior  at  Flehigh  to  the  insistant  questior 
of  friends  who  seek  to  clear  his  hitherto  goo 
name  of  suggestive  insinuations. 

Flakin  was  seen  sneaking  out  of  Room  5C 
in  the  Hotel  Bethlehem  at  7:30  a.  m.  Sunda 
morning  by  the  elevator  boy,  who  happened  t 
know  that  the  room  was  registered  in  a lady 
name. 

The  “Deacon’’  was  in  a unique  costume  whe 
taken  in  tow  bj'  the  suspicious  youngster.  ^ 
new  suit  of  tails  by  Rosenberg  of  New  Have 
was  carelessly  thrown  over  one  arm  and 
Finchley  topper  set  on  askew  belied  his  lea; 
urely  exit. 

After  three  cups  of  black  coffee  and  an  Iris 
stew  the  suspect  was  able  to  speak  quite  cohei 
entlj'. 

Trafferd  Is  Riled 

When  questioned,  the  student  who  wears  nei 
octagonal  glasses  only  raised  his  eyebrows.  “ 
was  waiting  for  an  .'Mlentown  street  car,’’  i 
the  story  he  clings  to.  Police  Comissioner  Fre 
Trafferd  refuses  to  believe  this  matter  of  fa( 
statement.  “He  can’t  make  a monkey  out  c 
me.”  insists  Trafferd. 

Flakin,  who  lately  has  been  suspected  of 
certain  pseudo-sophistication  and  quasi-intell 
gence,  is  said  to  be  a member  of  the  Knights  ( 
the  Brass  Bed,  a fraternity  closely  related  t 
the  Knights  of  the  Garter.  Until  lately,  the  su: 
pect  was  quite  a promising  young  man.  H 
has  been  known  to  promise  girls  most  anj 
thing. 

Friends  refuse  to  abate  their  untiring  effon 
in  his  defense  even  though  the  “Deacon’’  coi 
tinues  to  be  seen  lurking  about  the  side  doc 
of  the  hotel. 


Baloney  Benders  Union 

Honors  “Windy”  Lew 


"Wind^’”  Lewk,  talking  professor  of  Englis 
extraordinary,  was  voted  chief  baloney  bend< 
of  the  Baloney  Benders’  Union,  well-know 
Flehigh  faculty  association,  at  a meeting  an 
banquet  last  evening  in  Drown  hall.  He  su( 
ceeds  Professor  Neil  Caruthers,  former  chief  < 
that  society'. 

Dean  Mick  Conn,  toastmaster,  arose  from  h 
seat  after  the  applesauce  was  served  to  off( 
a toast  to  Professor  Lewk. 

“Sire,”  he  stated,  “we  of  the  faculty  ai 
pleased  to  be  here  for  this  magnanimous  occ: 
sion  in  y’our  behalf.  By  unanimous  vote,  Lewki 
you  have  been  selected  from  our  respected  oi 
der  of  Baloney  Benders  as  the  individual  wh 
can  talk  the  most  and  say  the  least  of  any  or 
of  us. 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


Won’t  you  get  that  pained  look  ofF  your  face? 

How  can  1 when  I’m  looking  out  the  window? 

BURR 

I’d  Dye  for  Dear  Old  DuPont 

BURR 

The  birthday  cake  was  heavy,  but  the  candles 
made  it  light.  Can  you  match  that? 

BURR 

Dumb — 1 wonder  what  sort  of  a concern  it  is 
that’s  running  this  night  air  mail  service. 

Dumber — It  sounds  like  a fly  by  night  scheme  to 
me. 


Dot:  ’Gee,  wasn’t  that  telephone  operator  we 

just  passed  good  looking?  ” 

Dash:  “Yea,  but  she  had  your  number  when  you 
said  Hello.  ” 

BURR 

“How’s  progress  in  the  logging  game?” 

‘Oh,  just  lumbering  along.” 

BURR 

1st  Tourist — Why  do  they  call  Mauch  Chunk  the 
Switzerland  of  America. 

2nd  Tourist — 1 suppose  because  they  don’t  speak 
any  one  language  up  there. 


Dear  Ma — This  outdoor  life  is  great!  You’ll  never 
recognize  me  when  you  see  me  again! 
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THE  INITIATION  BLUES 

Rumpled  hair,  bleary  eyes; 

And  lips  that  heave  some  hefty  sighs. 

Looking  as  a soul  in  need, 

But  having  not  a friend  indeed. 

Thus,  we  hear  the  lowly  frosh 
Call  their  initiation  bosh; 

They’re  feeling  oh  (so  black)  so  blue; 

Was  that  the  human  thing  to  do? 

Their  limbs  are  feeling,  oh,  so  weary, 

Their  nightly  walks  have  made  them  dreary. 

They  even  try  to  sleep  in  class, 

But  soon  get  bounced  out  on  the  grass. 

They’re  told  the  slightest  fall  of  snow 
Would  cover  them,  they  are  so  low; 

They  even  hide  their  lowly  mugs. 

All  but  tramped  on,  just  like  bugs. 

They  wonder  how  twill  feel  to  be 
Once  mode  wide  awake  and  free; 

Won’t  they  tell  those  sophomores  lots. 

They’ll  call  them  all  a bunch  of  sots. 

Finally  the  week-end  comes 

For  this  bunch  of  meanial  bums; 

And  all  they  tell  the  sophomores  is 
Boy  it’s  over.  I’m  glad,  gee  whizz! 


DID’JA  EVER 

Did’ja  ever 
Talk  yourself  into 
A swell  invitation 
To  a big 
Drag 

Up  at  Vassar, 

From  your  favorite  blond; 

An’  since 
Already 

You  had  overcut  the  limit, 
y a made  arrangements 
On  the  sly 
With  the  “doc  ” 

At  home 

To  fix  up  an  impregnable  excuse. 
And  send  it 
To  the  dean; 

So  ya  felt 
Pretty  swell  about 
Your  foresight 
And  good  fortune; 

An’  then 

Two  days  before  the  week  end, 
Ya  ate  some 
Of  those  punk 
Scallops. 

Did’  ja  ever? 


■ BIRR 


IRONY 

Irony?  Irony?  Oh  yes.  Best  illustrated  by  an  ex- 
ample. The  Yale  Lock  Company  employee  who  was 
locked  up  for  stealing  a lock  from  the  company  to 
lock  up  his  hen  house  to  prevent  thieves  from  steal- 
ing his  chickens.  But  my  little  brother  says  irony  is 
the  thing  you  make  steel  from.  Perhaps  he’s  right. 
He  may  have  gotten  that  idea  from  the  story  of  the 
Chinese  ironing  man  who  put  his  fire  on  to  heat  his 
iron  and  then  couldn’t  find  his  iron  to  heat  over  the 
fire  had  had  made  to  heat  his  iron  and  instead  heat- 
ed his  ire  on.  The  kid’s  steel  idea  isn’t  entirely 
wrong.  Whenever  you  feel  one  of  life’s  ironies  being 
directed  at  you,  be  ready.  Steel  yourself  for  the 
blow. 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 
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“—BUT  SHE’S  MY  SISTER  OFFICER!” 


Darn  nice  pin 
But  won’t  be  long 
’Fore  some  girl 
Will  snare  that 
Pretty  pin  of  yours. 
Beware — it’s  not 
The  thought 
That  counts: 

“IT’S  COST!’’ 


“I’m  losing  my  grip  on  life,  ” 
said  the  iron-worker  as  his  hands 
slipped  off  the  girder  at  the 
twentieth  story. 

■ — BURR— 

Business  Man:  I’ve  got  the  most 
marvelous  typewriter! 

Engineer:  Yeh? 

B.  M. : Yeh,  and  she  doesn’t 
mind  working  overtfme  either! 

■ — BURR — 


“I’m  strong  fur  you,  ” said  the 
skunk  to  the  trapper. 

■ — BURR — 


Mary  had  a little  lamb, — until 
he  went  to  college  and  was  pledg- 
ed by  the  Beta’s. 


■ — BURR — ■ 


She:  (threatening)  Kiss  me, 

and  I’ll  scream  for  help! 

He:  Never  mind.  Girlie,  I can 
manage  alone. 


BURR 


IT’S  A FACT 

It  was  mid-night  on  the  ocean,  not  a street  car 
was  in  sight. 

1 stepped  into  the  drug  store  to  get  myself  a light. 

The  man  behind  the  counter  was  a woman  old  and 
gray. 

Who  used  to  peddle  shoe  strings  on  the  road  to 
Mandelay. 

The  young  child  was  running  swiftly  as  he  stood  just 
where  he  sat. 

H e was  looking  very  slender  but  in  appearance  fat. 

It  was  so  hot  he  had  frozen  stiff  in  the  moderate 
temperature  there. 

And  the  silent  halls  were  echoing,  “They  will  make 
a handsome  pair.” 

1 turned  around  to  run;  and  drive  right  off  the  dock. 

There  was  a ringing  in  my  ears  it  was  exactly  eight 
o’clock. 


“FIVE  YEAR  PLAN” 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


LOOKING  AROUND 


Quite  a stir  was  caused  in  fraternity  circles  the 
other  week-end  when  it  was  discovered  that  the 
Theta  Xi’s  had  actually  used  their  big  $10,000 
“Red  Room,”  but  peace  soon  settled  down  on  the 
“Greeks  ” again  when  it  was  discovered  that  this 
was  only  due  to  the  fact  that  they  were  holding  a 
dance.  Master  Jacobs,  the  senior  at  Delta  Phi 
has  to  pay  fifty  cents  every  time  that  he  goes  to  see 
this  new  lady  friend  of  his.  No,  she  isn’t  mercenary. 
It  is  the  Camden  Bridge  that  gets  the  “dough.  ” — 
Jess  Merrett,  of  the  Phi  Sig  House  and  points  west, 
has  announced  his  engagement.  Some  people  just 
aren’t  particular  what  they  do.  Lots  of  luck,  Jesuit!! 
— Baldwin  had  his  sister  down  as  a chaperone  at 
his  last  house  dance;  just  another  case  of  the  room- 
mates sister.  — We  are  wondering  why  Giegrich, 
the  handsome,  hugged  the  corners  and  his  girl  so 
“tightly  ” at  the  A.  T.  O.’s  last  dance.  — 

Alex  (He-Man)  Robb  broke  into  the  social  lime- 
light with  a fair  damsel  from  Allen-stadt  . . . S’fun- 
ny  that  so  many  of  the  boys  knew  her  so  well!  . . . 
the  Sigma  Phis  and  Sammies  aren’t  doing  much  Ca- 
price-ing,  since  the  closing  of  said  speakie  . . . who 
told  Phil  (Goschen  product)  Rorty  that  he  looks 
debonair  in  that  cap  he  wears?  . . . Maxie’s  article 
in  the  Review  about  how  little  we  learn  by  coming 
to  Lehigh  inspires  us  to  think  of  a really  sensational 
novel  by  that  South  African  will-of-the-wisp,  Hughes 
. . . called  “Five  Years  at  Lehigh  and  How  to  Mal^ 
the  Least  of  Them  ” . . . nothing  startling  in  the  Re- 
view article  about  Lehigh  — Believe  it  or  not  . . . 
why  can’t  they  find  something  really  unusual?  . . . 
a certain  proud  German  prof,  carries  his  offspring’s 
teddy-bear  to  class,  if  the  little  Buben  so  desires  . . . 
the  Chi  Phis  had  their  freshman  pride-and-joy, 
Reidy,  ride  over  the  campus  during  initiation,  Paul 
Revere  fashion,  shouting  “The  British  Are  Com- 
ing! . . .-speaking  of  sleeping  and  eating  clubs,  one 
often  wonders  how  the  Chi  Phis  can  be  the  driest, 
and  yet  the  wettest  house  on  the  campus  . . . catch 
on?  . . . since  last  issue,  “Hot-Cha  ” Doering  has  been 
the  essence  of  all  virtue  . . . fearing,  of  course,  the 
all-seeing  eye  of  your  correspondent!  . . . the  movie 
magazines  tell  us  that  very  few  people  have  ever 
seen  Buster  Keaton  laugh  . . . that’s  nothing,  has 
anybody  ever  seen  Prof.  Diamond  without  a bow- 
tie?  . . . Gadd  and  Crichton,  two  of  Phi  Delts  many 
intellectuals,  conveniently  developed  eye-strain  just 
before  the  Money  exam.  Wise?  . . . nother  thing. 


what  foolishness!  . . . teaching  Money  when  people 
don’t  have  any;  listening  (?)  to  a Banking  lecture, 
when  they’re  all  closed;  or,  working  out  Investment 
problems,  when  nobody  is  foolish  enough  to  invest! 

. . . Lownie,  prominent  and  infamous  member  of 
the  D,Ju?  frat,  suggests  that  the  A.  K.  Psi  pin  should 
represent  a rosy  red  apple  . . . we  wonder  how  the 
faculty  members  of  that  elite  group  got  in?  ...  a 
certain  More  Slush  and  Trouble  prof,  challenges  the 
younger  generation,  individually  or  collectively,  to  a 
good,  gentlemanly  “bout,  ” in  the  “interests  of  a 
passing  institution”  . . . we  personally  doubt  his  abil- 
ity, but  such  is  the  old  army  game!  . . . the  Burr  in- 
tends sometime  to  run  a girl’s  number,  solely  of  con- 
tributions from  the  secrecy  of  the  fair  damsels’  bou- 
doirs . . . course  we  ll  have  to  censor  most  of  their 
stuff,  but  we  ll  get  a lot  of  “new  ones  ’ for  bar-rooms 
. . . the  local  Boy  Scout  headquarters,  the  Theta 
Delt  house,  intends  to  start  a collegiate  barber  shop, 
to  give  the  boys  the  benefit  of  their  ingenious  hair 
cuts  . . . Bethlehem  mothers  are  fearfully  hiding 
their  daughters  since  the  return  to  school  of  Ernie 
(What  a man)  Issel  . . . he’s  rigidly  trained  for  the 
indoor  Olympics  . . . modern  simile:  as  decrepit  as 
the  math  department,  or,  as  virtuous  as  the  regis- 
trar’s secretaries  . . . what  would  the  Irish  be,  if  they 
had  wooden  legs?  . . . think  that  over;  the  answer 
will  be  in  next  month’s  Whiz  Bang  ...  a certain 
well-known  deb  is  torn  between  two  fires,  Lehigh 
and  a N.  Y.  institution  (not  Sing  Sing)  . . . it’s  a 
question  of  whether  she  likes  wrestling  or  ping-pong 
...  if  all  those  letters  that  are  written  from  Lehigh- 
ites  to  holiday  flames  were  laid  end  to  end,  wouldn’t 
they  make  a hell  of  a line!  v . . Crack  of  the  month: 
Lady  Godiva,  bravest  of  the  fair, — put  everything 
she  had  on  a horse  . . . the  Sigma  Chi  sweethearts 
got  in  trouble  with  certain  of  their  neighbors  over 
some  very  ungentlemanly  conduct  . . . tsk!  tsk! 
we  re  blushing?  ! . . . instead  of  saying  “may  all 
your  children  be  acrobats,  ’ those  in  the  know  say: 
“may  they  grow  up  to  win  interfraternity  bridge 
tournaments  ...  1 redouble  you!  . . . the  only  con- 
tract bridge  played  around  here  might  be  changed 
to  preposition  (on  the)  bridge  . . . don  t let  them 
get  you!  . . . Walter  Windshield,  who  knows  all, 
sees  all,  and  tells  all,  saying  ““I’ll  be  seeing  you! 
Keep  your  transom  window  closed!  . . . That  s 
that ! 


Walter  Windshield. 


little  OLLIES  ADVENTURES  EPISODE  IL 


■ ■bi  OUR  LAST  EPISodC  IjUE  fSOT£0 
M THAT  LiTTLe  OLL(£  HAD  66£rV 
CARRIOO  to  THO  RlvOPv  FRocnT  VIA 
THC  5EUJ£R  . Amd  fvouu  AS  (a;C  PicK 
UP  THF  THf?EAD5  OF  FATC  UUB  F\^D 
MlM  l/vANDeplMGr  TH£  DOCKS  — LOST 


|0|O/lVHO  IS  THI6«  TIS 
“Wnoine  other  than 
Seulah  PoppoPALoe, 
f\  lAJEmHY  HIFPES5  FROM 
EXCLUSIVE  PANSY  STREET, 
bent  on  IA/ELFARE  \MOflK. 


[Gad  irony  of  it  all] 


BRAKE  THECRftTE  ^AMICS  OLE  6oY 

r see  A COTE  brat  icm  I, L- 

V^ISTRC^SJ- ^ ^ f ' 


HELLO  little  6^V 
ARt  vou  LOST  T 


VOU'rf  HALF  frozen  — I'LL  TAkF  you 
To  fMY  HOfME  A(NO  HAVE  YOU  F\xEF> 

UP  Ael  nice  and  conFY 


TELL  ME  all  about 
I IT  You  PDOR^ 

LX  dear  ) T 


POOR  ITTY  BOY  DRiNKA 
hot  CHOCOLfTE  AND  WR^\PA 

Blanket 
all  pound  - 

UY\S  / 


tmatLl  learn  ya  not 

TO  take  AREALG-uy 
FOR  A GUSrOLO  J 


G'/f&efUC) 
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THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


We  thought  he  was  an  elk  because  he  was  a staig 
at  all  the  dances. 


Farmer’s  Daughter;  “You  can 
kiss  me  till  the  cows  come  home 
hey,  where  are  you  go- 
ing?” 

Farm  Hand:  “Out  to  shoot 
them  cows.  ” 


BURR— 


Butler:  A pipe  is  leaking  in  the 
shower-room,  M’am.  Shall  1 call 
a plumber? 

M’am:  No!  The  last  time  1 
called  a plumber  he  forgot  him- 
self. 


— BURR — 


BURR 


AN  AMERICAN  TRAGEDY 

A forlorn  and  outcast  student 
Bid  his  college  chums  goodbye, 

As  he  boarded  the  train  at  the  station 
For  the  land  of  the  Bright  Blue  Sky. 

It  was  not  his  choice  to  travel. 

He  was  persuaded  by  the  Dean, 

Who  thought  the  youth  could  never 
Fill  the  hollow  in  his  bean. 

But  now  he  sits  in  an  office — 

Takes  in  a hundred  a day — 

And  from  his  big  endowment  gift. 
The  Dean  collects  his  pay. 

BURR 


GEOLOGY 

The  hiker  may  have  his  curbstone 
The  laundress  her  soapstone,  oh, 
my, 

A robber  has  a keystone 
But  student,  have  you  or  I? 

BURR 

“It  isn’t  the  interest,  it’s  the 
principle  of  the  thing,”  says  the 
banker. 


NEWS  ITEM— 

Authorities  at  Cedar  Crest  Col- 
lege for  Women  recently  passed 
a reule  that  all  lights  are  to  be  ex- 
tinguished at  midnight  to  make 
Lehigh  boys  go  home. 

Holy  Cross  “Tomahawk” 
Huh!  So  they  think  they  can 
get  rid  of  us  that  way? 


BURR-- 


SHE  SAID- 

SAVE  THE  LAST  DANCE  FOR  ME. 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 
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She  Didn’t  Say  No 

By  Martin  Reed 


P.  Neil  Wentley  was  troubled.  Anybody  with  half  an  eye  could  see  that  for  P.  Neill  looked  like 
an  outline  of  the  last  decade  of  the  Thirty  Years  War  as  he  lolled  indifferently  in  the  easy  chair  for 
which  his  fool  roomate  had  paid  six-fifty  to  that  crazy  second-hand  dealer. 

Why,  in  the  name  of  Santa  Claus,  did  that  girl  have  to  spend  the  entire  evening  in  a foolish  at- 
tempt to  impress  him  with  the  breadth  and  depth  of  her  experiences?  Didn’t  the  little  fool  realize  that 
her  natural  poise  would  have  spoken  more  effectively  for  her  than  any  number  of  shallow  phrases? 
King  George  on  a crutch,  the  first  girl  whom  P.  Neil  had  thought  enough  of  to  ask  for  two  dates  within 
a week,  had  to  ruin  everything. 

But  even  when  Percy  Neil  Wentley  had  flung  his  clothes  disgustedly  about  the  room  and  wearily 
slid  into  an  unusually  cold  bed,  he  couldn’t  resign  himself  to  the  soothing  arms  of  Morpheus.  He  didn’t 
want  to  think  of  himself  as  a callous  cynic  but  he  did  have  to  admit  that  he  was  rapidly  becoming  dis- 
illusioned. These  college  girls  were  laughable,  heartily  and  hysterically  laughable.  Funny,  then,  that  he 
couldn’t  laugh,  or  even  smile.  Maybe,  he  liked  the  girl.  P.  Neil  didn’t  care  to  admit  the  possibility,  even 
secretly,  but,  here  he  was,  convinced  in  spite  of  himself  that  the  little  witch  was  attractive. 

Hold  on  there,  Wentley,  you’re  running  ahead  of  yourself.  Better  sleep  it  off.  If  she  only  hadn’t 
given  him  occasional  glimpses  at  her  real  self,  that  part  of  her  which  she  hadn’t  succeeded  in  entirely  sub- 
merging beneath  that  pseudo-sophistication,  P.  Neil  wouldn’t  even  have  thought  of  her  twice  after  hav- 
ing left  her.  But  she  had  amateurishly  and  disconcertingly  lapsed  back  to  her  normal  self  several 
times.  Damn  it  all,  why  wasn’t  he  born  a Swiss?  P.  Neil  had  never  heard  of  Swiss  gentlemen  having 
trouble  of  this  sort.  They  made  watches,  were  inordinately  content,  and  never  liable  to  mental  fatigue 
because  some  Alpine  college  lass  was  unwholesomely  likeable  in  spite  of  herself.  He  roused  himself  just 
before  he  began  seriously  to  envy  the  lot  of  the  Swiss 

How  could  a fellow  tell  a girl  that  she  would  be  perfect  if  she  would  only  drop  a few  mannerisms 
which  were  thwarting  their  own  purpose?  P.  Neil  remembered  the  Kappa  dance  to  which  he  had  in- 
vited the  source  of  his  trouble.  He  certainly  wouldn’t  have  an  opportunity  to  express  his  thoughts  be- 
fore the  dance  and  he  most  assuredly  didn’t  want  her  to  go  blase’  all  over  the  Kappa  house.  What  a 
mess! 

Why  not  write  her  a letter?  She’d  get  it  Thursday  afternoon  and  the  dance  wasn’t  until  Friday 
night.  He  could  call  her  Thursday  evening  and  find  out  whether  or  not  she  still  wanted  to  go  to  the 
dance  with  him.  That  wasn’t  such  a good  idea,  though.  The  little  nit  wit  would  probably  misunder- 
stand and  openly  critical  letters  are  pretty  serious  business.  She  would  either  be  terribly  hurt  or  she 
would  think  it  was  merely  a dramatic  gesture  and  show  it  about  her  dormitory  so  that  innumerable  silly 
girls  could  howl  with  unholy  glee.  No,  that  wouldn’t  do.  Still,  what  else  would  do?  He’d  have  to  trust 
to  luck  and  to  the  brains  he  thought  she  had.  What  a mess. 

As  he  sat  down  to  write  the  letter,  P.  Neil  felt  that  it  was  his  farewell  to  arms,  at  least,  to  this 
girl’s  arms.  At  any  rate,  it  was  a noble  experiment  and  Percy  Neil  Wentley  would  be  a martyr  to  a 
noble  cause.  This  martyr  stuff  isn’t  so  appealing,  though,  when  you  don’t  feel  particularly  “martyrish.  ” 
Oh,  why  bother  with  the  thing?  Why  not  just  carry  on  in  the  accepted  fashion  and  break  off  with  the 
girl  as  soon  as  the  affair  grew  tiresome!  But  he  was  beyond  this  for  he  was  ready  now  to  admit  to 
anyone  who  cared  to  know,  that  he  must  be  fond  of  the  vixen.  No,  he’d  write  the  letter.  P.  Neil  had 

(Continued  on  Page  22) 
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A certain  club  had  replaced  its  familiar  black- 
coated  servitors  wit  hyoung,  and  sometimes  pretty, 
waitresses.  One  of  the  old  die-hard  members  who 
had  strongly  opposed  the  idea  arrived  for  lunch. 

“How's  the  duck  to-day?”  he  growled,  glowering 
at  the  girl  who  came  to  wait  on  him. 

“Oh,  I’m  all  right,  ’ said  the  waitress  perkily,  “and 
how’s  the  old  pelican  feeling?  ” 

• lU'RR 

”How  did  you  cure  your  wife  of  her  antique 
craze?  ” 

“Oh,  I just  gave  her  a 1905  model  car  for  her 
birthday.” 

BURR 

HEAR  YE 

We  shall  attempt  here  a little  show. 

The  kind  to  which  only  the  best  people  go. 

If  you  are  not  considered  one  of  the  best. 

You  need  not  bother  to  read  the  rest. 

Now  that  we  have  eliminated  the  lower  class. 

We  will  tell  you  what  will  soon  come  to  pass. 

We  shall  raise  the  curtain  and  exhibit  to  you. 

Great  feats  that  you  think  impossible  to  do. 

Sit  up  in  your  seats  so  that  you  may  see. 

It  is  hard  to  describe  how  exciting  t will  be. 

What  was  that  question?  Oh  my  yes,  sir! 

This  play  will  be  continued  in  the  next  month’s  Burr. 

BURR 

In  a cigarette  it’s  taste.  In  giving  a girl  a fraternity 
pin,  it’s  not  sentiment.  It’s  cost! 


Sa  shame 

When  all  your  brothers 
Are  so  lowbrow 
That  they  can’t  see 
The  finer  things  in  life. 

Like  f’rinstance 
When  one  of  the  brothers 
Is  invited  to  a swell  foxhunt 
Up  at  the  Vassar  reform  school 
And  he  takes  a helluva  pannin 
For  a few  little  boners. 

It  wasn’t  his  fault 

That  he  fell  from  his  steed 

At  the  first  jump. 

Or  that  he  confused 
Tally  Ho  with  Bally  Hoo. 

He  didn’t  intentionally 
Fall  in  at  order  arms 
When  the  trumpet  blared. 

Why  shouldn’t  he  ask  someone 
If  those  birds  in  bright  red 
Were  going  to  a masquerade? 

It  really  is, 

’S  a shame! 


So  you’re  a defective,  huh  ? 

That’s  my  tale  and  I’m  gonna  stick  to  it! 
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SAME  TO  YOU? 

Ever  wake  up  inna  morning  by 
bearin’  that  same  ole  alarm 
clock  buzz  in  the  same  key  and 
look  over  to  see  the  same  room- 
mate in  those  same  red  pajamas. 
An  ya  reach  out  for  the  same  old 
slippers  an  wash  an  then  dress 
in  the  same  clothes  ya  took  off 
las  night.  About  that  time,  one  of 
the  dear  brothers  blasts  the  same 
radio  organ  broadcast  that  he  has 
been  blastin  since  he  came  here. 
Ya  hurry  down  the  same  steps  ta 
sit  across  from  the  same  table- 
mates  ya  sat  across  from  yester- 
day and  many  days  before  that. 
Having  sat,  ya  eat  the  same  eggs 
ya  ate  yesterday  ( they  even  seem 
to  be  well  done  in  the  same 
spots).  You’re  late  the  same  num- 
ber of  minutes  ya  were  yesterday, 
so  ya  gulp  breakfast  at  the  same 
speed  ya  been  gulpin  an  dash 
thru  the  same  old  door  an  down 
the  same  road  past  the  same  cop 
into  the  same  chapel  and  listen  to 
the  same  speaker  talk  on  the  same 
subject  an  hear  some  more  same 
organ;  leave  by  same  door  to 
same  classes.  When  ya  feel  same 
way,  ya  ain’t  up  an  comin.  In  fak, 
I felt  so  sameish  the  other  day, 
that  when  I got  out  the  same 
checkbook  and  went  downtown 
to  the  same  bank  to  present  the 
same  check  for  the  same  amount 
to  the  same  teller  an  he  gave  it 
to  me  in  the  same  kind  of  bills  of 
the  same  denomination.  I s dis- 
gusted enough  to  tell  him  to  keep 
same,  but  1 didn’t. 

BURK 

Even  though  a retired  chorus 
girl,  she  was  not  without  her  fol- 
lies. 

— burr- 


clay,  AND  YOUR  NAME  IS  MUD.” 


M.  S.  & T. 

his  head  level  with  the  parapet  atop  the 

trench,  a huge  parorama  lay  open  before  him.  End- 
less miles  of  twisting,  turning,  trench  lay  on  either 
side  of  h im.  Here  and  there,  enemy  barb-wire  en- 
tanglements increased  the  dangers  of  advance.  No 
trees  cast  a welcoming  shadow;  only  shell  craters 
yawned  blankly  before  him.  Far  ahead,  atop  an 
easy  slope,  lay  a red  farmhouse,  his  objective.  Prob- 
ably it  concealed  an  enemy  machine  gun,  anyway 
he  must  find  out.  The  slope  was  bare  of  vegetation, 
any  scouting  would  have  to  be  done  in  darkest  night, 
crawling  from  hole  to  hole.  But  those  entangle- 
ments, how  could  he  get  by  them?  And  that  brook 
at  the  left, — what  did  it’s  banks  conceal?  The  man 
straightened  up,  and  turning  to  the  officer  beside 
him,  said,  ”I  would  go  far  to  the  right  by  that  tree 
stump,  thence  west,  over  the  brook  to  those  rocks, 
where  I could  observe  very  easily.  ” The  Captain 
made  a notation  in  his  book,  and  said,  “That’s  an  A 
for  this  recitation  in  Military  2.  ” 


BURIt 


The  stool  pigeon  song,  we  hear, 
is : 


“Go  Home  and  Tell  Your 
Your  Mother.” 


College  youths  are  going  to  Hell, 
The  wicked  boys,  oh  dear! 
Bethlehem’s  heard  the  awful  tale, 
“A  Lehigh  man  drank  beer!” 
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Your  father  can  flfck  flies  faster  than  any  horse  in 
the  pasture  an  that’s  no  idle  tale! 


By  C.  Brooks  Peters 


“Face  the  Music” 

Sam  H.  Harris  is  offering  one  of  the  finest  musi- 
cal shows  to  arrive  on  Broadway  in  months,  at  the 
New  Amsterdam  Theater.  The  show,  entitled  “Face 
the  Music,”  was  written  by  Moss  Hart,  and  has  mu- 
sic by  Irving  Berlin.  It  is  worthwhile  for  music 
alone;  but,  it  is  further  embellished  by  expert  stag- 
ing, by  George  Kaufman,  beautiful  settings  by  Al- 
bert E.  Johnson,  and  a group  of  excellent  musical 
comedy  performers.  The  production  is  lavish,  re- 
calling the  better  days  of  musical  shows  not  long 
past,  such  as  the  productions  of  “Rio  Rita”  and  “Tbe 
V^agabond  King.”  Marl  Boland,  late  of  “The  Vine- 
gar Tree,”  is  completely  charming,  and  is  surpris- 
ingly versatile  with  her  voice.  J.  Harold  Murray,  the 
star  of  the  sensational  Ziegfiel  dproduction  of  “Rio 
Rita,”  is  the  handsome  hero.  His  stirring  tenor, 
coupled  with  a sparkling  personality,  make  him  ex- 
cellent. Then  too,  headliners  like  Hugh  O’Connell, 
Margaret  Lee,  and  Andrew  Toombes  contribute 
theirabilities.  Joseph  Mecauley,  who  sang  the  pop- 
ular “Ma  Belle  ” in  “The  Three  Musketeers,  ” is  also 
present  in  voice  with  splendid  songs.  In  all,  an  ex- 
cellent evening’s  entertainment,  and  one  not  to  be 
missed  by  those  who  really  like  musical  comedy. 

“There’s  Always  Juliet” 

John  Van  Druten’s  comedy  “There’s  Always  Ju- 
liet ” is  delightful.  An  American  architect  meets  a 
young  Englishwoman  at  a tea  in  London.  The  wo- 
man, adroitly  interpreted  by  Miss  Edna  Best,  re- 
turns home  first  and,  feeling  drawn  to  the  young 
man  she  has  just  met,  starts  to  telephone  a friend  to 
find  out  things  about  him.  But,  ere  her  call  is  com- 
pleted, the  young  man,  Herbert  Marshall,  has  been 
announced  as  calling  on  her.  He  had  felt  an  attrac- 
tion for  this  woman  as  she  had  for  him.  Their  ar- 


morous  progress,  while  entirely  devoid  of  the  car- 
nal, is  remarkably  rapid.  But,  the  American  is  called 
home  on  business.  His  English  sweetheart  offers  her- 
self to  him  ere  his  departure.  He,  a true  American 
architect,  refuses  her  offer — which  she  might  well 
have  resented  (?) — and  goes  home.  Time  passes. 
Clever  maneuvering  by  the  author  enables  them  to 
once  more  meet,  and  effects  a more  positive  con- 
clusion. Mr.  Van  Druten’s  handling  of  the  diologue 
is  commendable,  producing  a very  real  effect,  and 
making  the  sudden,  impetuous,  mutual  love  appear 
quite  natural.  Miss  Best’s  alluring  English  intona- 
tions, and  Mr.  Marshall’s  quiet,  yet  persuasive 
speeches,  contribute  greatly  for  enjoyment. 

“Collision” 

“Collision,  ” an  adaption  by  John  Anderson  of  the 
German  play  by  Rudolf  Lothar  and  Erno  Sebesi,  is 
a stilted,  disinteresting  portrayal  of  a naive  young 
German  girl  and  a sedate,  unbending  doctor  of  me- 
dicine. Miss  June  Walker,  as  the  German  maiden, 
endeavors  to  convince  the  audience  that  an  hallu- 
cination under  which  she  labors,  as  the  result  of  a 
shock,  is  sufficient  reason  for  her  questionable  ac- 
tions during  the  major  portion  of  the  show.  Yet,  it 
is  neither  her  nor  the  doctor’s  fault  that  the  audi- 
ence cannot  quite  reconcile  a series  of  illogical, 
usually  boring,  events.  The  doctor,  Mr.  Goeffery 
Kerr,  and  his  partner  in  attempted  dramatic  action, 
both  try  hard  to  conceal  the  imperfections  of  the 
work,  but  the  authors  were  equally,  though  more 
successfully,  positive  that  such  should  not  be  the 
case.  Mr.  Anderson  has  also  tried,  in  his  adaption, 
but  without  tools  can  do  nothing.  V/herefore  say 
more? 


(Continued  on  Page  26) 
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Curazy 

= Burr  -owings 


"Who  is  that  man  over  there  snapping  his  fing- 
ers?” 

"That’s  a deaf  mute  with  the  hiccoughs.  ” 

— Columns. 

— I’.iHi; 


Small  boy:  “Mother,  do  they  have  electricity  in 
heaven  ?” 

Mother:  “No,  dear.  It  takes  engineers  to  build 

dynamos.” 

— Siren. 


Operator:  “Number  please.” 

Drunk  at  Pay  Station:  Number,  hell;  I want  my 
peanuts. 

— Wabash  Caveman. 


nr(!i! 


Who  pays  the  woman  who  pays  the  woman 


who 


pays : 


— Beanpot. 


luui: 


miii: 


She  (at  Prom) Wait  for  me,  Bill,  while  I pow- 

der m3'^  nose. 

She  (three  dances  later) — Been  waiting  long? 
Frosh — No,  but  I’ve  been  looking  all  over  for 
you  to  give  your  compact. 

— ^Humbug. 


SIMILE 

Y ou’  re  like  ice. 

You  never  pet — 

Y ou’  re  wet — 

Like  ice. 


lUKK  - 

Then  there’s  the  absent-minded  guy  who  got 
thrown  out  of  his  apartment  when  the  landlady 
heard  h’m  drop  his  shoes  on  the  floor  twice. 

Lord  Jeff. 


nn:i! 


Doctor:  "It  s a girl,  professor.  ” 

•A.M.P. : "Sh ! my  wife’s  in  the  room.  ” 

— Sniper. 


Y ou’  re  like  ice. 

Not  so  old. 

But  cold — 

Like  ice — 

Y ou  re  like  ice. 

And  another  fact — 

You’re  cracked — 

Like  ice. 

— Beanpot. 


HIHI! 


lUKi;^ 

But  mamma,  I’d  rather  have  a Honey-bear  than 
a new  baby  sister  like  you  promised. 

— Pelican. 


The  worst  case  af  holitosis  on  record:  The  angel 
of  death  destroying  the  army  of  Sennacherib  by 
breathing  on  them. 

— Medley. 


- -KIKl! 


Hri!U 


ORK!!! 


Advertisement  in  a newspaper:  "Eskimo  Spitz 

Pups  for  ten  dollars  apiece. ’’ 

— Louisville  Satyr. 


Housewife  (to  garbage  man)  : "Am  I too  late  for 
the  garbage?  ” 

G.  M.:  "No,  ma’am;  jump  right  in.  ” 

— Puppet. 


When  there’s  an  important  selling  job  to  be  done,  after  hours, 
on  some  moonlit  roadway,  or  shadowy  campus  drive,  nothing  gets 
you  off  to  a better  start  than  one  of  those  new  sport  roadsters 
being  built  by  Chevrolet. 

The  front  seat  has  plenty  of  room  for  the  great  American  blonde, 
yourself,  and  several  tons  of  raccoon  coat — as  well  as  a second 
blonde,  if  you  believe  in  numbers.  Then,  if  some  offensive  male 
decides  that  he’ll  go  along  too,  there’s  a pleasantly  remote  rumble 
seat,  where  he  can  be  placed  in  cold  storage  indefinitely. 

In  addition — with  Syncro-Mesh  and  Free  Wheeling,  you  can  let 
the  car  practically  drive  itself.  Chevrolet’s  six-cylinder  motor  runs 
so  noiselessly  that  you  can  put  across  your  personality  without 
using  a gold-lined  megaphone. 

And  just  as  the  Chevrolet  Six  never  cramps  your  technique,  it 
never  cramps  the  allowance,  either.  Gas,  oil,  and  servicings  can 
be  paid  for,  with  plenty  of  change  left  over  for  cover  charges  and 
refreshments.  And  as  for  first-cost — well,  bless  your  soul— just 
snap  on  the  bifocals  and  take  a look  to  the  right! 

NEW  CHEVROLET  SIX 

The  Great  American  Value  for  19^2 


H75  *660 


Twenty  beautiful  new  modelsy 
at  prices  ranging  from 

Jll  prices  /.  0.  b.  riint,  Afich.,  special  etjuipment  extra.  Lotv 
delivered  prices  and  easy  C.  M.  J.  C.  terms.  Chevrolet  Motor 
Company^  Detroit^  Michigan.  Division  of  General  Motors. 
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E.  P.  WILBUR  TRUST  CO. 

THE  FIRST  NATIONAL  BANK 
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Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania 
Capital  and  Surplus  $1,500,000.00 

Warren  A.  Wilbur,  Chairman  of  Board 

Trust  Fund  3,000,000.00 
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SHE  DIDN’T  SAY  NO 

(Continued  from  Page  15) 

always  claimed  that  he’d  rather 
die  suddenly  than  linger  on  to  a 
slow  death  and  he  was  a young 
man  of  resolution. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wentley’s  son, 
P.  Neil,  was  certain  that  in  all  his 
twenty-one  years  on  earth,  he  had 
never  been  called  upon  to  per- 
form a more  difficult  task  than 
the  one  confronting  him  now. 
What  in  St.  Paul’s  name  could  he 
say.  Yes,  he’d  tell  her  how  college 
girls  spent  their  four  years  at 
school  perfecting  an  imperturb- 
able blase  exterior  and  how  they 
succeed  to  the  extent  that  they 
invariably  become  smuggishly 
conceited  and  priggishly  snobbish. 
Then,  he  would  go  on  to  say  that 

Once  more,  P.  Neil  Wentley 
was  troubled.  Anybody  with  half 
an  eye  could  see  that  for  P.  Neil 


again  looked  like  an  outline  of 
the  last  decade  of  the  Thirty 
Years  War  as  he  lolled  indiffer- 
ently in  the  easy  chair  for  which 
his  fool  roommate  had  paid  six- 
fifty  to  that  crazy  second-hand 
dealer. 

Of  all  the  perverse  creatures — 
that  girl.  Did  she  have  to  be  so 
very  simple,  so  very  shy,  and  so 
very  girlish,  just  because  he  had 
asked  her  not  to  be  falsely  sophis- 
ticated? Anyone  would  have 
thought  that  it  was  his  room- 
mate’s fourteen  year  old  sister 
whom  he  had  dragged  to  the  Kap- 
pa dance.  Good  Lord,  how  could 
anyone  be  so  dumb?  Why,  she 
acted  as  though  she  had  never 
been  out  of  Hoboken.  Drink? 
“Oh,  no,  sir,  I never  touch  any 
intoxicating  liquors!  ” Humph. 
And  why  did  she  have  to  smile 
sheepishly  and  hang  on  clingingly 
every  time  that  orchestra  played 


"She  Didn’t  Say  No?  ” P.  Neil  si- 
lently vowed  that  if  he  got  out  of 
this  mess,  he  would  never  again 
attempt  to  mold  feminine  charac- 
ters. 

But  how  could  he  get  out  of  it? 
Might  write  her  another  letter. 
Yes,  this  was  the  only  way.  Pe- 
culiar, how  easy  it  seemed  to 
write  the  letter.  He  would  tell 
how  college  girls  were  sent  to 
school  to  receive  a fiinish,  socially 
and  mentally,  and  what  a colossal 
waste  of  money  it  would  be  if 
they  didn’t  get  a little  sophisti .na- 
tion and  poise. 

— BURR— 

Needles  and  pins 
Needles  and  pins 
Ghandi  has  faith  in 
Needles  and  pins. 

— Red  Cat. 
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ESTABLISHED  1818 

(^gc  LOTHIM  eg;0 

MADISON  AVENUE  COR.  FORTY-FOURTH  STREET 
NEW  YORK 

Suits  with  Long  Trousers  or 
Knickerbockers 

from  $52.00 


Senil  fur  Folder  of  Soring  Shirts 
and  Ties 

BRANCHES 

NEW  YORK:  one  wall  street 
BOSTON:  Newbury  cor.  Berkeley  street 

NEWPORT  PALM  BEACH 


@ eaooKS  brothers 


PROPOSITION 

Theorem — If  you  love  a girl  she  loves  you. 

Given — You  love  a girl. 

To  Prove — That  she  loves  you. 

Proof: 

1.  All  the  world  loves  a lover.  (Shakespeare). 

2.  Your  girl  is  all  the  world  to  you  (evident). 

3.  Your  girl  loves  a lover  (Substitute  (2)  in  ( 1 ). 

4.  You  are  a lover  (Hypothesis). 

Conclusion  — Therefore  your  girl  loves  you. 

— Beanpot. 

HIRK 

Here’s  to  the  greatest  gambler  of  all  time — Lady 
Godiva.  She  put  everything  she  had  on  a horse. 

— ‘‘Texas  A.  & M.  Battalion.  ” 

BURR 

Lost — Pink  silk  slip,  between  6 1 0 E.  Market  and 
Grand,  or  in  alley  between  Spring  and  Market  to 
Interstate  office  and  back  through  alley  to  White 
House. 

— “New  Albany,  Ind.  Paper.  ” 
Haven’t  you  got  a home? 

— “Dartmouth  Jack-o’-Lantern.  ” 


Raise  You  Ten 

At  a Brown  Union  Ball,  one  of  the  men  lost  a 
wallet  containing  $600.  He  got  up  on  a chair  and 
yelled : 

“Gentlemen,  I’ve  lost  a wallet  with  $600  in  it. 
To  the  one  who  finds  it  I’ll  give  $50.  ” 

Voice  from  the  rear:  “I’ll  give  $75.  ” 

— Brown  Jug. 

BURR 

Call  the  Riot  Squad 

Voice  (over  the  phone)  : Central,  1 want  a police- 
man badly. 

Operator  (sighing  dreamily)  : Gee,  kid,  so  do  1. 

— Temple  Owl. 

BURR 

“Where  are  you  going,  daughter?” 
“Downstairs  to  get  some  water.” 

“In  your  night  gown?” 

‘No,  in  this  pitcher.” 


•West  Pointer. 
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AD  WRITER’S  ALPHABET 

A is  for  Arrow — collars  or  shirts, 

B is  for  B.  O. — Life  Buoy's  the  nerts. 

C is  for  Corn  Flakes — good  in  the  morning, 

D is  for  Dandruff — gives  you  no  warning 

E is  for  Eversharp — pencil  supreme 

F is  for  Faery — soap,  I mean 

Gis  for  Gold  Medal — flour,  I guess 

H Halitosis — insidious  mess 

1 is  for  Ivory — in  cake  or  in  flakes 

J is  for  Jello — it  brings  bellyaches 

K is  for  Kissproof — guaranteed  not  to  smear 

L is  for  Luckies — “Consider  your  ear  ” 

M is  for  Mum  cream — expels  any  whiff 
N is  for  Nunnally’s — ideal  birthday  gift 
O is  for  Old  Gold — “Keep  Kissable,  ” wow! 

P is  for  Pillsburg’s — “Why  not  now  ” 

Q is  for  Quality — everything  has  it 
R is  for  Rit — nobody  can  razz  it 
S is  for  Saniflush — to  clean  out  a pipe 
T is  for  Telegraph — it’s  useless  to  write 
U is  for  Underwear — see  how  it  fits 

V is  for  Valspar,  Veedol  and  Vicks 

W is  for  Woolworths — the  place  where  we  shop 
X (this  one’s  easy) — X marks  the  spot 

Y for  You-Drive-lt — (and  you  pay  the  fare) 

Z is  for  Zip — for  superfluous  hair. 

Green  Goat. 


- -BVRR 


EXPERIENCED 

Minister  (lecturing  delinquent) — And  as  a con- 
sequence you  have  now  a splitting  headache,  your 
mouth  is  parched  and  you  wonder  if  life  is  worth 
living. 

Delinquent — That’s  correct  sir.  1 can  see  you’ve 
been  drunk  like  the  rest  of  us. 

— Tid-Bits. 


BURR 


T'HOUGHT,  SKILL  AND 
A CRAFTSMANSHIP  OF 
A HIGH  ORDER  ARE  DE- 
VOTED TO  THE  MAKINO 
OF  OUR  PRINTINO  PLATES 

7//  dCinc^on  Street 
2^593 


Sanders-Reinhardt 


Photo  - Engravers 


AIvlyUNTOWN,  PENNA 


K-  » ' ■ 

■1  -JT  iM 

A chiropractor  is  a man  who  gets  paid  for  what 
any  other  man  would  get  slapped  for. 

— Buccaneer. 


BIRR 

“The  cowboys  in  Texas  don’t  catch  steers  on 
horseback  any  more.’’ 

“And  why  don’t  they?” 

“Because  steers  don’t  ride  horseback.” 

— Pelican. 


BIRR 


QUICK  THINKING 

A college  student  arose  from  his  table  in  a fash- 
ionable dining  room  and  walked  toward  the  door. 

He  was  passing  the  house  detective  at  the  en- 
trance when  a silver  sugar  bowl  dropped  from  his 
bulging  coat. 

The  guest  glanced  calmly  at  the  officer,  then 
turned  with  an  expression  of  polite  annoyance  tow- 
ard the  occupants  of  the  room.  “Ruffians,  ” he  said. 
“Who  threw  that?  ” and  walked  out. 

— Chaparral. 


Irisher:  “My  name  is  Pat  Cohen  but  you  may  call 
me  Pat.  ” 

Blondie:  “My  name  is  Mary  Jones,  but  you 

may  call  me  Wednesday.  ” 

— Red  Cat. 

BURR 

“Yeah,  they  laughed  like  hell  when  I sat  down 
at  the  piano — but  when  my  pants  started  to  rip, 
migawd!  I thought  they’d  split!” 


— Purple  Parrot. 
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IRON  AND  STEEL 

PRODUCTS 


Bethlehem  Steel  Company 


General  Offices: 


aDHLEHEM 

STKl 


Bethlehem,  Pa. 


I’LANTS  AT;  Bethlehem,  Lebanon,  Steelton,  Johnstown  and  Coatesville,  Pa., 
Wilmington,  Del.,  Sparrows  Point,  Md.,  and  Lackawanna,  N.  Y. 


STEEL  CONSTRUCTION 
McClintic-Marshall  Corporation 

Subsidiary  of  Bethlehem  Steel  Corporation 

General  Offices:  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


February  Showers 

Kit:  Gee,  but  that  date  last  night  was  fresh. 

Kat:  Why  didn’t  you  slap  his  face? 

Kit:  I did;  and  take  my  advice,  never  slap  a guy 
when  he’s  chewing  tobacco. 

— Battalion. 

BIKK 

Down  — Not  Out 

One  thing  about  “rushing  ” — the  back-slapping 
doesn’t  stop  after  the  boys  are  pledged.  It  just  moves 
further  down. 

— Voo  Doo. 

Bl RK 

“Even  if  you  were  the  last  man  on  earth  I wouldn’t 
marry  you.” 

“It  wouldn’t  be  necessary.” 

— Sun  Dial. 

BCKll 

“What  started  the  Grand  Canyon?” 

“A  Scotchman  lost  a penny  In  a ditch.” 

— Carolinian. 


FOWL 

You  downy  little  Juliet! 

You  are  too  young  for  me  as  yet. 

But  you’ll  get  over  it — you  bet — 

You  downy  little  Juliet. 

1 know  your  mother  need  not  fret 
That  I adore  your  eyes  of  jet. 

You  downy  little  Juliet, 

You  are  too  young  for  me — as  yet. 

(Boy!  and  when  she  cackles  we  ll  boil  her.) 

— Ski-U-Mah. 

BURR 

Drink  Her  Down 

Professor:  Write  a thousand  words  on  Franklin’s 
bust. 

Student:  His  bender  in  Philadelphia  or  the  one 
in  Paris? 

— Phoenix. 

BVRR 

Asking  a modern  girl  for  a kiss  is  like  sneaking  in 
a speeJieasy  and  asking  for  a Coca-Cola. 

— Rammer  Jammer. 
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MOWRER’S  MILK 

THE  MEALEY  AUDITORIUM 

Special  Delivery  Service 

ALLENTOWN,  PA. 

PHONE  2687 

Dancing  Every 

MOWRER’S  DAIRY 

Tuesday  — Thursday  — Saturday 

Bethlehem 

FEATURE  ORCHESTRA  EVERY  THURSDAY 

HOTEL  BETHLEHEM 

Fireproof 

Offers  Lehigh  Students’  friends  and  families  hotel 
accommodations  equal  to  that  found  in  the 
largest  cities 

Our  facilities  are  the  best  for  class  and  fraternity 
dinners,  banquets,  etc. 


Uncle  Bill's  Book  Shelf 


IT  fastens  on  the  wall  holding  6U  or 
more  books.  A wonderful  place  to 
put  other  things  too,  and  takes  no  room 
on  the  floor.  Serves  a real  purpose  in 
any  house — and  of  particular  utility— 

IN  COLLEGE  ROOMS  ^ 

Finely  made  in  natural  birch,  walnut,  maple 
and  mahogany  finishes  at  $5 — and  in  mandarin 
red,  leaf  green,  pa^tel  blue  and  Colonial  buif 
enamel  at  $4 — postpaid  ready  to  put  on  your  wall. 

Dimensions,  36"  x zi"  x 5'^ 

UNCLE  BILL’S  BOOK  SHELF  COMPANY 
Dept.  U 2J5  S.  15th  Street  Phila.,  Pa. 

. Splendid  commission  proposi- 
A rTOTllQtion  for  representatives  in  col- 


THEATRE  REVIEW 

(Continued  from  Page  19) 

“When  the  Bough  Breaks” 

Jerome  Sackheim’s  play  ‘‘When  the  Bough 
Breaks”  has  a most  unusual,  and  perhaps  exagerat- 
ed, strain.  A mother,  who  has  refused  to  have  more 
than  one  child,  because,  she  claimed,  his  father’s 
love  might  otherwise  be  somewhat  alienated,  yet, 
whose  real  motive  appears  to  have  been  that  she 
wished  nothing  to  lessen  her  control  over  her  son, 
continually  struggles  to  keep  the  boy  entirely  for 
self.  After  his  father’s  death,  the  boy  wishes  to  go 
to  Chile  and  accept  an  offer  in  the  nitrate  business; 
his  mother  stops  this.  Next  he  wishes  to  marry  the 
perfectly  nice  girl  with  whom  he  is  in  love;  but  the 
mother  persuades  him  to  take  the  girl  as  his  mis- 
tress instead  of  marrying  her.  The  expected  arrival 
of  a baby  drove  the  son  to  defy  his  mother  to  the  ex- 
tent of  insisting  on  marrying  the  girl.  Yet,  still  for 
no  really  plausible  motive,  the  mother  badgers  the 
young  people  to  such  great  lengths,  that  the  young 
woman  declares  herself  through  with  them  both,  and 
apparently  dies.  More  and  more  of  this,  until  the 


young  man  finally  dashes  from  the  house  to — per- 
haps God  knows  where.  Miss  Pauline  Frederick,  as 
the  mother,  aided  the  performance  little.  Dorothy 
Libaire,  as  the  unfortunate  young  girl,  was  freshly 
charming;  and  William  Post  J.,  struggled  hard  to 
make  something  out  of  the  son’s  role.  The  story  it- 
self was  told  in  language,  often  stilted,  and  with 
awkward  shifts,  every  so  often,  from  the  more  or 
less  persistent  wrangling,  to  almost  more  painful  at- 
tempts at  comedy. 

BURR 

Dentist  to  patient;  ’’You  need  not  open  your 
mouth  any  further,  when  I pull  your  tooth  1 expect 
to  stand  outside.  ” 

—Owl. 

BURR 

Equestrian  (to  hoss) — ’’Stop,  Beastie!  Stop.” 

Hoss  (right  back) — ’’Whoa  is  me!  ” 

— Red  Cat. 
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"How  old  are  you?”  inquired  the  visitor  of  his 
host’s  little  son. 

"That  is  a difficult  question,  ” answered  the  young 
Boston  lad,  removing  his  spectacles  and  wiping 
them  reflectively.  "The  latest  personal  survey  avail- 
able shows  my  psychological  age  to  be  twelve,  my 
moral  age  four,  my  anatomical  age  seven,  and  my 
physiological  age  six.  I suppose,  however,  that  you 
refer  to  my  chronological  age,  which  is  eight.  That 
is  so  old-fashioned  that  I seldom  think  of  it  any 
more.  ” 

— Exchange. 

BTRU 

Plebe What  do  you  repair  these  shoes  with? 

Cobbler — Hide. 

Plebe Why  should  1 hide? 

Cobbler Hide,  hide!  The  cow’s  outside! 

Plebe- — Let  her  come  in.  I’m  not  afraid. 


KOCH  BROTHERS 

Hamilton  Street  at  Seventh  Allentown 

Clothes  For  Young  Men 

Hickej- Freeman  Kuppenheimer 

Adler  - Rochester 

Doljhs  Hals  Manhattan  Shirts 


BETHLEHEM  BAKING  CO. 

Telephone  662 


Bridegroom:  “1  thee  endow  with  all  my  worldly 
goods. 

His  father:  "There  goes  his  bicycle.” 

Lampoon. 


mi:i: 


A piercing  shriek  echoed  from  the  bathroom  and 
sent  chills  up  and  down  everyone’s  spine.  They 
rushed  in  and  found  poor  Ella  on  the  floor  in  a 
huddled  heap.  They  lifted  her  onto  the  bed,  and,  in 
a few  minutes,  haggard,  with  a terrified  look  in  her 
eyes,  she  came  to. 

“Ella,  ” cried  her  mother,  “what  happened?  ” 
”Oh,  mother!  It  was  awful.  1 stepped  into  the 

bathroom  and  there  1 saw ” 

"Yes?  ” Everyone  strained  forward,  white  cts 

sheets.  ‘You  saw ? ” 

‘Pink  tooth  brush,”  she  hissed  in  a horrified 
whisper,  and  fell  back  in  a faint. 

— Penn  Punch  Bowl. 


— Yale  Record. 
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O'REILLY'S 

Tills  Is  Betlilehem’s  Home  of 

ARROW  SHIRTS 

Kiippeiiheimer  Clothes 
Knit  Tex  Top  Coats 

FULL  DRESS  -----  TUXEDOS 
New  Street  at  Third 


POME 

I 11  never  find  where  e’er  I roam 
A tree  as  lovely  as  a pome. 

A pome  whose  dactyl  tetrameters 
Off-set  iambis  pentameters. 

A pome  whose  lines  all  seem  to  caper 
Endlessly  across  the  paper. 

A pome  whose  lines  all  end  with  blue. 

Or  moon,  or  soon,  or  dew,  or  you. 

Whose  context  goes  from  beer  to  doves 
And  one-armed  men  putting  on  their  gloves. 
God  raises  trees  from  out  the  loam 
But  only  fools  can  write  a pome. 

Lyre. 

HI  i!U  - - 

Voice  on  police  station  telephone — “Officer,  a 
burglar  broke  into  the  Old  Maid’s  Home  and  they 
caught  him.  Could  you  send  someone  down  to  take 
him  into  custody?” 

Cop — “Sure.  Who’s  this  calling,  please?” 

Voice  (now  with  a Helen  Morgan  tear) — “The 
burglar.” 

— Michigan  Aggrievator. 


ai  49^^  snd  Lexinqfnn  NEW  YORK 


When  the  Shelton  opened  (7  years  ago)  we  began 
catering  to  college  men  and  women.  Gradually  their 
patronage  has  increased ; we  feel  safe  in  asserting 
that  more  students  make  the  Shelton  their  New  York 
home  than  at  any  club  or  other  hotel.  One  reason 
for  this  is  the  free  recreational  features  plus  a de- 
sire to  serve  on  the  part  of  Shelton  employees.  Room 
rates  have  been  greatly  reduced.  Rates  from  $50  per 
month  upward.  A room  from  $2.50  daily. 

Club  features  (free  to  guests)  are  as  follows:  Swimming  ]>ool,  com- 
pletely equipped  gymnasium;  game  rooms  for  bridge  and  backgammon; 
roof  garden  and  solarium.  Restaurant  and  cafeteria  service  at  reasonable 
prices. 


Parson  Dudley:  Deacon  Smith,  will  you  lead  us  in 
prayer? 

Deacon  Smith  (awakening  from  sound  sleep)  : 
Lead  yourself — 1 just  dealt. 

— Lampoon. 

BURR 

Pond  Mother  (arriving  home  late)  : ”1  hope  my 

little  darling  has  been  as  good  as  gold  all  day.  ” 

Nurse:  “No,  ma'am,  he  went  off  the  gold  stand- 
ard about  four  o’clock.  ” 

— Exchange. 

BURR 

“Charge!  Charge!  ” cried  the  football  coach  dur- 
ing practice  one  afternoon. 

But  the  poor  guys  couldn’t  — they’re  credit  was 
no  good. 

— Lyre. 


• • • 


Watch  out,  you’ll  spill  the  heans 


. . but  before  you  say  any  more,  I want 
to  ask  you  one  question. 

"Why  do  they  use  pictures  of  pretty 
girls  in  advertisements? 

"And  while  you  are  thinking  about 
what  you  are  going  to  say — 

"I  will  tell  you  this  much: 

"Many  pretty  girls  like  a MILD  and 
PURE  cigarette  that  TASTES  BETTER 
. . . and  that’s  Chesterfield.” 

-7^ 


WRAPPED  IN  DU  PONT 
NO.  300  MOISTURE 
PROOF  CELLOPHANE... 
THE  BEST  AND  MOST 
EXPENSIVE  MADE 


© 1932.  Liggett  & Mvers  Tobacco  Co. 


GOT  A DATE  TONIGHT?  Hear  "Music  that  Satisfies” 
— Nat  Shilkret’s  Cliesterfield  Orchestra  and  romantic 
songs  by  Alex  Gray.  Nearest  Columbia  station,  10:30  E.  s.T. 


NOW,  AS  ARROW  SETS  THE  STYLE  ★ 


This  dashing  equestrian  was  much  in  ex'idence  at  the  more 
fashionable  horse  shows  of  191 1.  To  the  hard-riding  set 
of  today,  his  costume  may  appear  just  a trifle  noisy— his 
collar  just  a bit  too  formal.  But  then  he  was  the  very 
"glass  of  fashion  and  mould  of  form” — as  evidenced  hv 
the  admiration  of  the  Girl  Friend.  For  then — as  now — 
the  style  was  set  by  Arrow. 


The  well-dressed  )'Oung  man  of  1932  wears  the  Arrow 
Gordon.  An  o.xford  shirt  with  a collar  into  whose  fit 
have  gone  all  the  secrets  Arrow  has  learned  in  tailoring 
over  four  billion  collars.  In  white  with  either  a plain 
collar  or  the  button-down  collar  shown  here,  the  Gordon 
is  $1.95.  Its  companion  is  the  Trump.  Of  specially 
woven  broadcloth,  in  white,  stripes  and  plain  colors, $1.95. 


Arrow  Shirts  are  shrunk  by  Arrow’s  own  Sanforizing  Process 
— the  only  process  of  its  kind — a process  that  guarantees 
permanent  fit  no  matter  how  many  times  the  shirt  is  laun- 
dered or  ) ou  get  your  money  back. 

\\  hether  your  arms  are  long  or  short,  you  can  get  your 
correct  sleeve  lengths  in  an  Arrow  Shirt,  and  they  stay  correct 
forever.  For  Arrow  is  known  for  its  meticulous  fit — from  the 


cuffs  to  the  collar.  An  Arrow  collar  is  the  best-fitting,  smartest- 
looking  collar  that  ever  graced  a shirt.  And  it’s  the  collar,  you 
know,  that  makes  or  mars  the  style  of  a shirt — the  part  of  a 
shirt  that  the  world  sees.  Only  Arrow  Shirts  have  Arrow 
Collars,  ^^fllen  you’re  buying  shirts,  look  for  the  Arrow  label. 
Remember,  if  it  hasn’t  an  Arrow  label,  it  isn’t  an  Arrow  Shirt. 

© 1 9 3 2,  C L U E T T , H E B O D V & CO.,,  INC.,  TROY,  N . Y . 


ARROW  SHIRTS 


SANFORIZED 

SHRUNK 


§^ua/rcMiicexi  to  fit  ymi  PER  M A N E N T L Y or  ^ovtr  mone/^  bach 
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